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moved forward, filling the air with the sound of their
shuffling feet.
The lid of the coffin with its crushed wreaths and clip-
ped ribbons floated in the air above the heads of the peo-
ple, while beside them swayed mounted police. The moth-
er was walking on the pavement and could not see the
coffin itself; the crowd surrounding it had grown imper-
ceptibly, until it filled the street. The grey figures of
mounted policemen brought up the rear, while on either
side walked policemen with hands on their sword hilts.
Everywhere the mother saw the familiar sharp eyes of
detectives, carefully scanning the faces of the people.
Farewell, comrade) farewell,
sang two sad voices.
"We can do without that," cried someone. "March in
silence, gentlemen."
There was something awe-inspiring in this cry. The
melancholy song broke off and conversation was hushed,
so that only the dull, even tramp of feet on cobblestones
could be heard. This sound rose above the heads of the
people and floated up to the transparent sky, shaking the
air like the first thunder of a distant storm. A cold wind
which kept growing stronger hurled the dust and waste
of the city streets at the people; it tore at their hair and
clothes, blinded them, struck them in the chest and
whirled about their feet.
This silent funeral, without priests and soulful sing-
ing, these thoughtful faces and drawn brows, filled the
mother with dread. Slow thoughts circled in her mind,
and she clothed them in sad words.
"There aren't many of you standing for the truth	"
She walked on with bowed head, and it seemed to her
that it was not Yegor they were burying, but something
else—rsomething near and dear and essential to her. She
felt lonely and uneasy. A murmurous, frightening sense
of disagreement with these people who were burying Ye-
gor possessed her heart.

